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I make a string 
Each one of rosy hue, a, ) 
@ And each shall bear New 
— “S J) To say that I love you. 6 Gig 
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The first shall be 
Of crimson hearts; 
It bears the truthful line: 
This brings my love, 
My dearest love, 


To you, my valentine.” 
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And here I send, 
With poppies red, 
These words your eyes to greet: 
“My dearest thoughts, 
Asleep, awake, 
I give to you, my sweet. 
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A smiling band 
Of cupids now 
y Take up the happy tale: 


A 


7) 


OF \AY a 
| 
Ss Us far apart, 
Ow. 7 
ra ( My love shall never 
Ga 
\ 2Zy 


py 
<> 
EQ 
( 


The next I make 
Of roses bright, 
Such as in summer grow; 
It Says: “My love 
For you will last, 


While flowers come and go.” 
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This one I deck 
With ribbons red, 


In loops and festoons gay; 


It Says: “My love 


To you I give, 


Forever and a day.” 


] 
((\\ yy 
Mian 
| 
A 
| 


WEE WISDOM 9 


HE, SHE AND IT 


Epwarp GowaAR 


What She had said was perfectly true. The sheet of paper 
upon which He had painted the island was spreading rapidly in 
all directions. 

What was more curious still: The greenish-blue part repre- 
senting the sea, did not dry at all, but became “‘waterier and wa- 
terier,” as She described it, while the island had dried nicely. By 
this time, it had grown large enough for them both to stand on, 
which they were very glad to do, for the sea had now become so 
wet that they were almost in danger of drowning. 

After they had stepped upon the island it still continued to 
spread rapidly in all directions, until the sea surrounding it finally 
became only a faint blue outline in the distance. Then the island 
stopped growing, and the two children each drew a long breath. 

“My!” exclaimed She, surveying the stretch of brown earth 
around them. “We really are on a desolate island now. A sure- 
to-goodness, really truly one. How did it ever happen, do you 
think?” she asked. 

He regarded the paint box, which he still held in his hand, 
with great interest. 

“IT suppose that there must be some sort of magic in this paint 
box,” he said at length, after considering deeply. “Perhaps every- 
thing you paint with these paints, becomes real.” 

“Oh! let’s draw a little house, then,” suggested She excitedly. 
“‘Let me draw it. I think I can draw a house.” 

So She drew a sort of house on another one of the pieces 
of paper from the paint box, but it wasn’t a very straight house, 
and the windows and the door were only more or less square holes 
in the side. But after She had drawn a chimney at each end of 
the roof, it did, after all, look a little like a house. 

““What color shall we paint it?’ She inquired, regarding it 
somewhat dubiously. 

He looked into the paint box, and found a little cake of paint 
marked, “‘Stone Color.” 
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“Use this,” He said, handing it to the little girl. 

So the house was painted stone color. As soon as it was 
painted, it began to grow, just as the other painting had done. They 
held it up before them, and it spread and spread, until it became as 
large as a small two-story house. 

After they had mounted the three crooked steps which She 
had drawn before the house, they passed through the hole which 
she had intended for the door. They found, to their dismay, that 
this was only the front of a house, with two crooked chimneys and 
a part of a sloping roof attached to it. 

Thereupon, He suggested that they draw the two sides, and 
the back, and the rest of the roof. This they did. 

These additional parts, however, were not very successful, as 
they did not fit well with the part of the house which had been 
drawn first. Still, as she declared brightly, it was very much better 
than not having any house at all; so He at once set about draw- 
ing some chairs and a table with which to furnish it. He painted 
them all “Mahogany Color.” 

The legs of the chairs were rather thin and spindly, and none 
of them was quite straight; they were all of somewhat different 
lengths, so that they wobbled about a good deal when sat upon. 
But still they were chairs, and that was something. The table was 
rather less successful, for He had unfortunately tried to draw a 
round one, and he got the perspective all wrong, so that the top 
of the table sloped a good deal in several different directions. Nev- 
ertheless, it was a table, and on the whole, they were very well 
satisfied with it. 

“The house,” said She, as they stood regarding it critically 
from the outside, “looks lonesome without any trees around it. 
Couldn’t you draw some trees >” 

He said that he thought perhaps he could. Thereupon, he 
drew some, which he said were Lombardy poplars, but which looked 
very much like some which She had once seen, belonging to a little 
boy’s Noah’s ark. 

When the trees had been painted with “Mahogany Color” 
trunks and with “Grass Green’’ leaves, and had been placed around 
the house, they looked rather impressive. ‘That is, they did if you 
stood straight in front of them, for of course, they were colored 
on only one side, and were white on the back, like the trees painted 
on the scenery at the theater. 

After these had been admired for some time, and the excitement 
of having built so delightful a little home had somewhat subsided, 
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both of the children began to feel a little hungry. After searching 
about for something to eat, for some time, without success, She sud- 
denly had a brilliant idea. 

She had found some paints in the paint box marked, “Bis- 
cuit Color,” “Strawberry Color,” and “Cream Color.” 

““We have only to draw biscuits and strawberries and cream, 
and paint them with these colors, and we shall have a most delicious 
lunch,” She declared. 

So they drew, as well as they could, some round biscuits and 
some strawberries, but they were afraid to draw the cream, because 
they had nothing to put it in. Then He discovered some “China 
White” paint, and at once drew a china pitcher, which, although 
a little misshapen, held quite effectively the cream that they painted. 

With the lately discovered “China White’”’ paint, they painted 
also some plates and two cups and saucers. 

Everything was now ready for a delightful little feast, except 
something to drink. This was soon provided, after He had discovered 
from a notice inside the paint box that these were “Water Colors;” 
for then of course, they had only to paint some water inside the 
two cups; and there it was! 

I don’t believe that any other two children in the world, ever 
enjoyed anything more than He and She did this delightful little 
lunch, served in the wonderful little house, which they had provided 
all by themselves. Of course, there were certain inconveniences 
caused by the sloping table and the crooked legged chairs, which 
did not make them quite as comfortable as they might have been; 
but these mere details did not disturb them in the least. All would 
have been well, if She had not persuaded the little boy to draw a 
horse. 

It began by her reminding him that Robinson Crusoe had a 
goat and a parrot; then she inquired if he could draw either of 
these creatures. 

“T think not,” said He doubtfully. “I might have a try at 
a horse, though,” he added, a little more hopefully. “I’ve never 
drawn one before, you know, but I can try.” 

So He drew a horse; but oh! well! to tell the truth, it was 
not a success. The horse was a most ungainly animal. Its legs were 
misshapen and of differing lengths; its head was clumsy and vicious 
looking, with big, prominent teeth, and wild and wicked eyes. Its 
mane and tail were mere wisps of long straggling hair, which stuck 
out untidily in all directions. 

“Tt doesn’t look like a very kind sort of horse,” remarked She, 
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a little nervously, while it was being drawn. “Couldn’t you make 
it look a little more tame?” 

He looked rather worried. 

“Oh!” he said, “I expect it will look better when it is colored. 
What color shall I paint it.” 

She suggested dapple gray, but there was no such color in the 
paint box. The only suitable color which could be found was, 
“Chestnut Color,” and He declared that he had once heard of, or 
read about, a chestnut colored horse. So it was painted this color, 
with a black tail and gleaming, white teeth. 

Both children watched it grow, with a good deal of anxiety. 
As one unpleasant feature after another developed, they drew farther 
and farther away from the plunging, wild looking creature. 


(To be continued.) 


MORNING 


SiLvEY WILSON (10 years) 
Long Beach, L. I. 


When I awake in the morning, I hear one of my little friends 
singing to me. I always wonder which one it is. This morning, it 
was my little friend, the robin. 

He sings to me so sweetly that I could listen to him day and 
night. 

I know it is God that makes him sing so sweetly. I always think 
of him, and of how much happiness he gives us. 
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WILD MORNING GLORIES 


BLANCHE ASHLEY AMBROSE 


Jane was paying her first visit to her uncle, who lived on a 
large ranch in the foothills of the Sierra Nevada mountains. Her 
cousin, Walter, who was just her age, enjoyed showing her about 
the ranch. He took her to see the stables, the hog pens, the speckled 
chickens, and the fluffy yellow ducks. 

Jane liked the great red barn, filled with sweet smelling hay. 
The sloping orchard with fruit-laden trees was to her a fairyland. 
Walter let her pet the little red and white calves, which were out 
in the pasture. 

“T’ll show you my garden, now, Jane,” Walter offered; “‘it’s 
back of the milk-house.” 

-As they entered the fenced garden spot, Jane clapped her hands, 
and exclaimed: 

““O—Oh! aren’t those lovely morning-glories?> Some are pure 
white and some are deep purple! My! they are thick.” 

Walter’s face fell. He frowned as he replied: 

“Yes, they’re thick all right, but I did not plant them. They 
are smothering out my vegetables. See how they twine around the 
beans and corn!” 

“Yes, I see,” she replied. ‘How do they happen to be there?” 

Walter’s voice was full of despair, as he explained: 

“Wild morning-glory is one of the worst pests farmers have 
to fight. You may dig them out, and dig them out, but back they 
come, stronger than ever. Say, the hours I’ve spent, trying to get 
rid of those pesky things! I’ve hoed and pulled them out four times 
already this season, and look at them!” 

““Have you tried voicing the Truth?” Jane inquired. “If those 
morning-glories are a pest and your garden is not the proper place 
for them, then they should not grow there.” 

“That sounds all right, but what do you mean by ‘voicing the 
Truth?’ ” he inquired. “That is new to me, Jane. Will you tell me 
about it?” 

“Yes, Walter. You know, God is Love. We're God’s chil- 
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dren, and all good is ours—just think—everything that is good and 
pure and true. All good things are ours, even before we ask! As 
God’s kingdom holds only the good and the true, of course God 
doesn’t recognize anything outside his kingdom.” 

Walter’s frown vanished and a peaceful expression stole over 
his countenance. He eagerly drank in the words of Truth. 

Jane continued: 

““God does not wish anything for us but that which will be for 
our highest good. We need only to know that Divine Love is work- 
ing in and through us, and harmony will reign in all our affairs. 

We have only to know this, Walter.” 

“But how does that apply to the morning-glories?”’ 

““There is a proper place for everything and every one. The 
morning-glories do not belong in your garden. Since you are God's 
child, morning-glories cannot harm your garden or cause you annoy- 
ance. In God’s kingdom there is no annoyance, for all is peace and 
harmony, with everything in its proper place.” 

“Then, are all things possible with God, Jane>”’ 

“Oh! yes,” Jane exclaimed, happy that Walter had grasped 
the ideas of Truth so quickly. 

“Well,” he said, “I can see the solution to many of my troubles 
now; thanks, Jane. There goes the dinner bell. After dinner, tell 
me some more.” 


NATURE'S DRESSING ROOM 
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A WELCOME VALENTINE 


ALBERTA MAsTIN CARTER 


One very cold day, Caroline Moore was looking out from a 
window of her ranch house home, upon a vast plain drifted with snow. 

She had counted on a happy St. Valentine’s Day at the district 
school a few miles distant, for the children had made many valentines 
for their friends. But during the night Jack Frost had sent Mr. 
North Wind along with a snow storm so great that the roads were 
impassable, even for the faithful postman. 

“Oh! dear,” wailed Caroline, “I don’t see why that old snow 
had to come. Now I won’t get a single valentine today.” 

“Father says that the snow makes a warm blanket for the wheat, 
and that it was a blessing to have it come at this time,” replied 
Mother. “You will get your valentines in a few days and enjoy them 
more for the waiting.” 

“But I want a valentine today,” pouted the little girl. 

“If I were you,” advised Mother, “I would make some more 
valentines to give to my little friends instead of fretting because I did 
not get any.” 

“T’ll make one for Jenny Green and one for Lilly White and 
valentines for ever so many others that I did not think of before. 
Have we any pretty paper at home, Mother?” She had ceased 
pouting and was eager to make others happy. 

“Here are bits of silk and ribbons and flowers—yes, and paper, 
too,” said Mother. “I shall make some flour paste, and then you will 
be ready for work.” 

“Oh! thank you, Mother, dear, for these beautiful pieces; now 
I'll have a wonderful day.” And in expressing her artistic talents, 
she forgot her selfish desire for her own valentines. 

Quite unknown to Caroline, two very friendly ears had heard her 
cry. Lovey Bunny was sitting in a sheltered spot under the porch. 
He sat erect; his eyes became very bright; he had an idea. When 
Lovey Bunny gets a new idea, he hastens to work it out before it 
gets cold. He scratched behind his long, silky ears as if to uncover 
the memory of the whereabouts of something he knew. Ah! Now he 
had it. He would go—yes, he would go to a certain hollow log, 
even if the snow drifts were large and the log a quarter of a mile 
away. 
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“Caroline never forgets me when there is a shortage of food,” 
he said to himself, “and now is my chance to give her pleasure.” 

Lovey Bunny pushed away the snow from a hole at the corner 
of the porch, and looked out upon a great white world. 

“It does look quite impassable,” he thought, “but there must 
be a way, since I have the will to go.” 

“T’ll call my fairies and ask them to help me,” he said. He 
put his two front paws up to his mouth and gave a queer little whistling 
sound; immediately he saw the fairies. Yes, there were Seeing, Hear- 
ing, Feeling, Tasting, and Smelling, all ready to offer their assist- 
ance. 

And suddenly they were off, first one fairy leading and then 
another, and almost before Lovey Bunny realized it, he was entering 
the hollow log. 

There was no snow there; no, indeed. It was dry and warm. 
With Seeing leading him—for it was dark in the long hollow log—he 
went straight to the place where lay the “something”’ which he wanted. 
Very carefully taking it between his teeth, he followed his faithful 
fairies back across the quarter mile of snow, back to the ranch house 
where little Caroline Moore, his true friend, lived. 

“Thank you so much, fairies,” he said, as he hopped up on the 
porch and approached the door. 

Caroline’s mother was baking pies in the kitchen. 

“Caroline,” she called, “‘go to the door. I am sure that I heard 
some one knock, although I don’t know how any one could come 
through this snow to call on us.” 

Caroline dropped her scissors and hurried to the door. 

“Oh! you sweet thing,” she cried, gathering Lovey Bunny up 
in her arms. “Mother, dear, look! Lovey Bunny has brought me a 
valentine.” 


- Sure enough; the valentine was a beautiful red-and-gold maple 
eaf. 


“‘Aren’t God’s creatures good to us, Mother?” asked Caroline. 
““Now I shall get Lovey Bunny the nicest carrot that I can find in 
the cellar,” and down the steps she ran, to repay Lovey Bunny for 
his kindness. 

That night, after she had said her prayers, Caroline kissed her 
mother and exclaimed: 

“This is the loveliest St. Valentine’s Day that I have ever had, 


and I am so happy!” 
“That is because you thought of others, and made beautiful gifts 
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for them instead of thinking and doing for yourself, lassie,” replied her 
mother. 

“Oh!” cried the little girl, giving her mother a big good night 
hug, “now I know what is meant by the Bible verse that says: 

““ “Whosoever would become great among you, shall be your 
minister; and whosoever would be first among you, shall be servant 
of all.’” 

And Lovey Bunny slept, warm and contentedly, under the 
floor of the ranch house in the far west country of the plains. 


THE PRAYER OF FAITH 


[Boosters who wish to help other Boosters, can do so by saying 
this prayer for them. ] 


God is my help in every need; 

God does my every hunger feed; 
God walks beside me, guides my way 
Through every moment of the day. 


I now am wise, I now am true, 

Patient, kind, and loving, too. 

All things I am, can do, and be, 
Through Christ, the Truth, that is in me. 


God is my health, I can't be sick; 
God is my strength, unfailing, quick; 
God is my All, I know no fear, 


Since God and Love and Truth are here. 
_—Hannah More Kohaus. 
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GOD'S GIFT OF THE BEES 


I hold in my hand a little glass jar, on which is a cover. In the 
jar is a honeybee. In the cover is a magnifying glass, also little vents 
through which the air may pass. Let us consider this busy little 
creature, so “fearfully and wonderfully made.” 

How many legs has the bee? How many wings? How many 
feelers? What kind of noise does it make? How does it move? 
What can it do? 

I have a neighbor who keeps bees, so I have had a good chance 
to learn about bees and their home life. 

Sometimes wild bees live in hollow trees; sometimes in the hollow 
walls of houses. My grandmother told me of an old house, the walls 
of which were found to be filled with honeycomb. A skep is an 
old-fashioned hive made of twisted straw. My neighbor’s bees live 
in little square houses whose covers may be taken off whenever the 
beekeeper wishes to care for the bees or to get the honey. Bee- 
keepers always leave plenty of honey for the little honey-makers 
themselves. Every hive is like a little city, and may have within 
it from twenty thousand to sixty thousand bee people. My! Isn’t 
that a big family? ‘The queen mother sometimes lays as many as 
three thousand eggs in one day. There is only one queen in each 
hive. The other members of the family are the workers and the 
drones. The drones are the fathers. In Bee Land, “everybody works 
but father.” Bees talk to each other as ants do, by means of the 
antennal language. When you see two bees making signs with their 
antenne, you may know that they are talking to each other. 

Let us call this buzzing, fuzzy little creature under the magni- 
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fying glass, ““Buzz-fuzz.” She is one of the many workers, or ser- 
vants of the queen. Buzz-fuzz has a very long tongue, something like 
the butterfly’s tongue, with which she sips the honey from the flowers. 
She gathers from the flowers the yellow pollen, or bee bread, which, 
after being mixed with honey, makes food for the babies and “royal 
jelly” for the queen. Look at her very carefully, and you will notice 
that two large eyes almost cover the sides of her head. On the top 
of her head are three smaller ones. Now, listen! Each of the two 
large eyes is made of more than six thousand smaller ones. 

Quite as wonderful as anything about Buzz-fuzz are her legs. 
To them nature has attached some wonderful little tools, including 
tiny baskets, pincers, combs, and brushes. She uses her fine, soft 
brush almost all the time, to keep her beautiful velvet robe clean and 
free from pollen dust; for she is a very neat little creature. With 
the pincers she forms her wax cells, and takes the wax from her 
little pockets, of which we shall speak later. You see, Buzz-fuzz car- 
ries her tool box right with her all the time and without the least bit 
of trouble. 

On every bee grow two little baskets—one on each hind leg. 
In these baskets the bee places the flower pollen which she gathers. 
This very morning, Buzz-fuzz has been very busy gathering pollen 
from the dandelions that grow just across the street. As I look at her 
now, I see that her two little pollen baskets are full of the yellow dust. 
You can easily see them without a magnifying glass. You will be 
able to find all these things for yourselves, any bright day. If you 
will remember to be kind and polite to Buzz-fuzz she will be the 
same to you. 

Besides her two little baskets, this lady bee carries a sac in which 
to put her honey as she gathers it. After she has gathered the honey 
with her tongue it passes into her honey sac, which is found in the 
abdomen. Some of the honey feeds the bee herself, but the most of 
it is taken to the hive for the baby bees. Wonderful! wonderful! Is 
it not? 

I shall tell you something now that is quite as marvelous as any- 
thing we have talked about: She has eight wax-pockets. 

When people eat much sugar they become fat. When bees 
eat more honey than they need, instead of its going to fat, it goes to 
wax and fills these eight little pockets. Whenever Mrs. Buzz-fuzz is 
in need of wax she just eats a great big meal of honey, then hangs 
herself up by her toes, and goes to sleep. When she wakes she finds 
“ra _ pockets full of wax. Then she goes right to work forming 

er cells. 
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The first bees that were placed in the world made their cells by 
exactly the same pattern as bees use today. They never forget and 
make round cells, or cells with five or seven sides. They form each 
one with six sides. They seldom make a mistake. Again we see God's 
wonderful law in expression. 


INFANT LEARNING 
NELLIE Hurst 


x 


“Tm three years old, and I can write; 
I'll write my name for you, down here: 


P OG, May,” she spelled for me 


The zigzag marks, so scrawled and queer. 


“And now, I'll read you ‘bout the cat, 
The cat that went to London town.” 


"Twas wonderful the way she read; 
The book she held was upside down. 
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TWO SISTERS 


BEssiE SHEEL 
Portland, Ore. 


Once there were two sisters, Margaret and Jean. Jean was very 
homely and cross. None of the school children liked her. Margaret 
was pretty and loving, and all the children liked her. 

— day, Jean asked Margaret why the children liked her so 
much. 

Margaret said: ““The way to win the love of others is to be kind 
and pleasant always, instead of being greedy and disagreeable.” 

Jean thought over what Margaret had said, and the next week 
she was very pleasant, and kind. 

The children began to like Jean and to play with her. 

Jean was always kind and pleasant after that. 


THE SQUIRREL 
DoroTHy PRICE 
Cincinnati, Ohio 
The squirrel is a merry little fellow. In the autumn he gathers 
nuts and puts them into a little storehouse, which is in a hollow tree. 
He also makes his home in a hollow tree. 
In the city parks, the squirrel is very tame; he will come and eat 
out of your hand. There is a flying squirrel. He does not fly, though; 
he has no wings; he just glides. 


BETTY'’S CURE 
CAROLYN Hurst 
Atascadero, Calif. 


Once there was a little girl named Betty. She was loved very 
much, but she did not want to obey her mother. Every night when 


YOUNG 
ihe 
| 
| 


WEE WISDOM 23 


she went to bed, her mother would ask her to put away her clothes, but 
she did not do it. And then there came a little magazine for Betty. 
It was called Wee Wisdom. Betty read it. 

Several days later, when her mother asked her to put away her 
clothes, she did; and when her mother asked her how she remembered 
to do it, she said: “Oh! Mother, it was all through Wee Wisdom. I 


have learned to obey, and I always will obey.” 


THE RIVER 
Selected by VircINIA Hoyt 
Huntley, Mont. 


Along the banks the river goes, 
Rippling, dancing, as it flows, 
Dashing, splashing, gliding, rolling, 
Ever onward it is going. 


Going to eastern Montana fair, 
To join the broad Missouri there; 
To mingle with its waters in play, 
And follow the Missouri far away. 


THE ROBIN’S NEST 
JEAN SHEEL (9 years) 
Portland, Ore. 


What do you think I see 
In the old apple tree? 

Two birds making a nest, 
As busy as can be. 


On the nest the mother stayed, 
*Till four small eggs were laid. 


They were as blue as the sky, 
And four baby robins will be hatched by and by. 


MADE HAPPY BY WEE WISDOM 


PINKIE ALEXANDER 
Austin, Tex. 


Once there was a little girl who had a sick father and a sick 
brother. Her mother worked, and this little girl was the only one to 
care for them. Although her duties were many, she always had a 
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smile on her face. But one day, when the little girl was feeling very 

lonesome, the postman came and left a magazine. She read it; then 

she read it to her father and her brother, and they got much better. 

= name of the little magazine that helped the little girl was Wee 
isdom. 


GOD'S CREATURES 


CHARLEY FULLER 
Branson, Mo. 
I love all God’s creatures; both great and small, 
The birds, beasts, and flowers—I love them all. 
For blessings, I praise God all the day 
When at my work and when at my play. 


WHAT CHILDREN SHOULD DO 
Selected by EVELYN BIRNEY 
If I want to be happy, and quick on my toes, 
I must bite my food slowly, and breathe through my nose. 
I must press back my shoulders, and hold up my head, 
And not close my window, when going to bed. 


I must never be idle, and loll in my chair; 
Or shout like a demon, and act like a bear. 
I must play and not fidget, read books, and not flop; 


Begin all with a purpose and know when to stop. 
Yes, if I be healthy, and free from all cares, 


I must do all I’ve told you, and mean all my prayers. 


He blesses our work, our 


food, our rest. 


| 
Jesus Christ is now our guest; 
eo! | 


BUSY SUNBEAMS 
FrRANcEs W. FouLks 


This is valentine month, and a valentine is a love message, 
isn’t it? I feel that all the Wees are bubbling over with love, and that 
they are looking for ways to express it. So, as we do our needlework 
lesson this month, let us put many thoughts of love into it, for I believe 
that even the smallest Wee 
knows the value of thoughts. * r 
We shall learn to make some 
tiny roses of ribbon. bie poe 
give them to those we love, an . 
they will have a fragrance all D L “< ran 1 
their own because we have put 
loving thoughts into each stitch. 

First we shall get our material ready, and then we can begin work. 
You will need to go shopping, or perhaps Mother dear or Big Sister 
will shop for you. This is what you need: ribbon, five shades: light 
blue, pink, a light shade of yellow, heliotrope, and pale green. One 
yard of each will make seven bunches of the wee roses. That will 
be seven valentines. 

First, cut the ribbon—blue, pink, yellow, and heliotrope—in five- 
inch pieces. There will be seven pieces of each color. Put them into 
a little box while you are working, so that they will not be soiled or 
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raveled at the ends. Cut the green ribbon in two and a half inch 


pieces, slanting the ends like Diagram |, 
straight across. Take one of the five-inch 


instead of cutting them 
pieces of ribbon and roll 


it at one end, several times—tight. Take a 


stitch or two through the 


bottom of this little roll of ribbon to hold it in place. Now turn the 


ribbon right over backwards like Diagram 
other little roll, but loosely this time so that it 


2, and roll it around the 
will look like little leaves. 


It will look something like Diagram 3. Take a stitch or two through 
the bottom to hold it in place, and turn the ribbon over and 


roll around several times again, fastening it 


Diagram 


with a few stitches at the 
bottom. Keep on rolling 
this around and turning it 
over until you have used 
up all the ribbon. Turn 
the end down to the bot- 
tom and tack with some 
stitches, so that the raw 
edge will not show. 
Make a little rose out 
of each of the other three 
colors, just as nearly like 
the other one as you can. 
You know that roses 


never bloom exactly alike, any more than all the Wees are alike, so 
our roses may all be a bit different. But all roses, like all Wees, are 


God's perfect little ones, even though they seem different in many ways. 


| 
Diagram 

Diagram 
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Now we shall cross two pieces of the green ribbon, like Diagram 
4, and tack our bunch of four different colored roses right in the center. 
Now that one of our valentines is made it will be easy to make the other 
six bunches. When they are all finished, we are ready to fix them up 
for Valentine Day. 


Diagram o 


Get some pretty envelopes and cut pieces of cardboard or heavy 
paper, clean and white, to fit the envelopes. “Tack a little bunch of 
roses in the center of the cardboard, like Diagram 5, slip it into the 
envelope with your love thoughts, and direct it to the one you love. 
You may want to write this little verse on the back of the card, before 
you put the roses on it: 


With these love roses, 

For you to wear, 

Are lots of love thoughts, 
Tucked in with care. 


| 
> 
| 
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The Boy Who Wanted The Moon 


Francis J. GABLE 


There once lived a little boy who should have been the happiest 
boy in the world. He had a lovely home, and his papa and mamma 
were always trying to make him happy. But something must have 
been wrong with him, for he never seemed to be satisfied. One after- 
noon, he became tired of playing with his toys, and began to wonder 
what else he might find to do. And as he looked around, he saw, 
near the top of a big hill, something that looked like the edge of a 
large shiny ball that gleamed like silver, and he shouted: 

“That is what I want, that big, shiny ball.” And he ran to 
the house, calling: 

; “Oh! Mamma, come and see the ball that I want you to get 
‘or me. 

His mother put aside her work, as mothers always do, and went 
to the window. But when she saw what it was that he wanted, she 
smiled and said: 

“Why, my foolish boy, that is the moon you see. You cannot 
have that, of course.” 

But the little boy pouted, cried, and insisted that he did not care 
if it was the moon, he wanted it, anyway. His mamma could do 
nothing to quiet him, and when his papa came home and the little 
boy told him what he wanted, Papa just laughed, too, and called 
his son a foolish boy. 

Then supper time came, and through the meal the little boy 
. thought only how much he wanted that beautiful silver ball. But 
when he went to the window to look at the ball again, it was gone. 
And now that he could no longer see it, he wanted it all the more, 
and he thought of nothing else until he went to sleep. 

While he was sleeping, he dreamed it was morning, and that 
just as he got up, some one knocked at the front door. In his dream 
he heard his mamma go to the door, and a voice ask: 

“Ts your little boy at home?” His mamma said: 
“Yes, he is at home. Won't you sit down, while I call him?” 
And then he dreamed that he hurried downstairs, and when 


| 
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he opened the door, he saw a beautiful princess, dressed in gold and 
silver lace, and wearing a gleaming crown. She smiled, held cut her 
hand, and said: 

“So you are the little boy who wants my big silver moon. Well, 
I have decided that you may have it, and I have come to take you to 
where it 

She led him through the door and down the walk, to a wonder- 
ful purple carriage, drawn by four glossy black horses. And the 
princess said: 

“This is the carriage of night; and only by riding in it can any 
one reach the silver moon.” 

| They got in, and the four black horses trotted swiftly away. 
It seemed to him, in his dream, that they went a long way, to the top 
of a high hill, where he could see the big silver moon. 

The driver shouted, ““Whoa!” The black horses stopped, and 
the princess and the little boy got out. But just as she was about to 
hand him the beautiful ball, the little boy woke up! He sat for a 
long time on the edge of the bed, rubbing his sleepy eyes, for he could 
scarcely believe that all this had happened in a dream. 

After breakfast, when he looked again toward the top of the hill, 
the moon was gone. He went to the front gate, glanced back to see 
if any one were watching, and stepped into the street. At first he 
sauntered along slowly, but when he got out of sight of the house, he 
began walking rapidly toward the hill. 

Soon he was on a country road, where the houses seemed to get 

farther and farther apart. He found himself near a field covered with 
flowers. At first he thought he would pick a bouquet for his mamma, 
but he wanted that big silver ball so much that he decided to pick 
| the flowers when he came back. 
The sun was getting rather warm and his feet were beginning 
to hurt, when he came to a little lake. The water looked very cool 
and refreshing, and a number of snow-white swans floated on its clear 
surface. He wanted to stop and feed these beautiful water birds, but 
his thought was still on the great silver ball, and he went his way, 
thinking that he might feed the swans when he returned. 

After some time, he came to a beautiful grove. It was cool in 
the shade of the great trees, and he had never before seen birds of such 
brilliant colors nor heard them sing so happily. He wanted to linger 
that he might listen to their songs, but decided to continue his journey. 

At length he began to climb the hill, and by noon he reached a 
great rock at the very top, where he felt sure that he would find the 
silver ball. He drew himself up and looked all around, and there, 
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miles and miles higher than he was, hanging away up in the sky, was 
the thing he wanted. 

Oh! how disappointed he was! His clothes were dusty and 
torn, his feet hurt from so much walking, and he was very, very hun- 
gry. But as he started home, he tried to console himself by saying: 

“Oh! well, if I can’t have that beautiful ball, I can stop in the 
grove and enjoy the songs of the pretty birds.” 

But when he reached the little grove, there was not a bird in 
sight, and he could not hear even one bird singing. It seemed very still 
and gloomy there now, and he was glad when he reached the bright 
sunshine. Then he said to himself: 

“Well, if I can’t have the silver ball, or hear the birds sing, I 
can feed the pretty swans.” 

But when he approached the lake where the swans had been, 
they were on the other side, and would not come near. And he 
started on again, saying: 

“Well, if I can’t have the silver ball, or listen to the birds, or feed 
the swans, I can pick some flowers for my mamma.” 

But when he came to the flowers, he found that a herd of cattle 
was trampling upon and eating them. He was disappointed, but was 
glad to be near home, and he said to himself: 

“Well, anyway, if I can’t have the silver ball, or hear the birds 
sing, or feed the swans, or pick any flowers, I can have fun with my 
kite.” But when he got home, he found that the string had broken 
and his beautiful kite was gone! 

Then the little boy sank down on the sand pile and sobbed and 
sobbed, until his mamma came out and took him into the house and 
cuddled him in her lap. And when he told her all the disappointing 
things that had happened, she said: 

“Such things are what always happen, my dear, to little boys 
who leave the pleasures they have to go and search for others that 
were never meant for them.” 
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ROYAL, Secretary 


Object—To radiate sunshine, even in the darkest corners of the world. 

Colors—Red and yellow (life and wisdom). 

Motto—Love never faileth. 

Pin—Three wise monkeys. I see no evil, hear no evil, and speak no 
evil. Price of pins, 25 cents each. 

Requirement for Membership—A simple request addressed to the Secretary 
of the Booster Club, Tenth and Tracy, Kansas City, Mo. 

Reports and Letters—All Booster letters and club reports must be in by the 
twenty-fifth of the second month preceding date of issue. 

If your Booster friends do not answer your letters, write again, or write to 
one who will answer. Please do not ask us to write for you. There are so many 
Boosters that we cannot write for you. 

When you send us a story or a poem for Wee Wisdom, please be sure to 
tell us whether you composed it yourself, or whether you copied it. When you 
copy anything, give the author’s name, and tell from where you copied it. 

Peter Pan Cap—A Peter Pan cap is given each Booster who sends five 
subscriptions to Wee Wisdom. You do not have to send in all the names at 
one time; send them as you can, and when the fifth one is received, we will mail 
you a cap. 

The new Booster booklet and certificate are now finished. Boosters who 
have not a membership card and a booklet, may have them by writing to the 
secretary. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—lI enjoy you very much. I love ““The Garden, the 
Gate, and the Key.” I can hardly wait till I get home from school to see if 
you have come.—Olive Derickson. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—We get you every month and we are always glad 
to see you. I read you from cover to cover.—Eunice Wiederhold. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I said The Prayer of Faith during my tests, and 
passed in all of them. Here is a poem I wrote: 

God leads me every day 

And guides me ever in my play. 

He watches o’er me in my sleep 

And thus his child in peace does keep. 

—Esther Virginia Homever. 

Dear Unity—I read Wee Wisdom and | find it very interesting. I like 
‘Peter Pan,” the puzzles, and Busy Sunbeams. In fact, I like all of Wee 
Wisdom.—Violet Aldridge. 
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Dear Secretary—I should like to be a member of the Booster Club. I 
have taken Wee Wisdom for over a year and like it very much. It seems like a 
companion to me. Mother takes Unity. I like ““The Garden, the Gate, and 
the Key,” and the Bible lessons, best. I go to Sunday school every Sunday. 
—Howard Dodge. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I like you very much. When we get you we read 
you from cover to cover, and then pass you on to some of our friends. I wish that 
Wee Wisdom came every week instead of every month. My mother takes 
Unity and Weekly Unity.—Clark Brooks. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—My aunt sent Wee Wisdom to me for one year. 
Daddy says I may take it for another year. I am so glad, for I read it all 
every time, and I like it so much. I read it to the children in this neighborhood. 
I like ““The Garden, the Gate, and the Key,”’ best.—Ruth Fulkerson. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—My sister has been taking you a good while, and 
I have been reading you every month. I like you and your interesting stories very 
much. I like best “Peter Pan,’ and ““The Garden, the Gate, and the Key.” 
—Pinkie Alexander. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I enjoy Wee Wisdom very much. I like Blanche’s 
Corner and the Magic Pillows best.—Virginia E. Beckley. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I received you as a present from my mother. I 
like best ‘“The Garden, the Gate, and the Key.”—Mildred Brady. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I like ‘““The Garden, the Gate, and the Key,” best. 
I give Wee Wisdom to my schoolmates to read. We enjoy Wee Wisdom 
7 much. It helps me in my school work. Love to all the Wees.—Mary 

uller. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI am very glad to get you. I love to read your 
stories, prayers, and poems. I send lots of love to all the Wees.—Charley Fuller. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I am glad that I am taking Wee Wisdom. I enjoy 
reading it. I like the table blessings, and all the nice stories, but I like best, 
“The Garden, the Gate, and the Key.” —Maggie London. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I like you very much. I like best ‘““The Garden, the 
Gate, and the Key.”—W alter Mikesell. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I think ““The Garden, the Gate, and the Key,” is a 
very nice story. I love The Prayer of Faith, and I try to remember it all the 
time. I shall give all my Sunday school papers to a children’s home. Much 
love to all.—<Katherine Krause. 

Dear Secretary—lI take care of the literature for the Unity Center Sunday 
school of Los Angeles, and every Sunday morning when the children arrive, 
the first question asked is: ‘‘Are the Wee Wisdom magazines here?”’ So you 
can see that the Wee Wisdom magazine is well liked and enjoyed by all the 
children. Even the grown-ups like to read it—Kenneth Weaver. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I think you are a lovely magazine and I like you very 
much. I love The Prayer of Faith. I have learned it by heart. I taught The 
Prayer of Faith to my little friend —Dora Brandreth. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I enjoy reading you very much.—Doris Wright. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I have taken you for quite a while and I like you 
very much, especially Young Authors.—Carolyn Hurst. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I am getting along just fine; I walk everywhere. 
I know that God helped me. Love to every one of the Wees.—Laura Murray. 
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Dear Wee Wisdom—I like your poems, and the Puzzle Page, best. Here 
is a poem by Coleridge that I like. 


“He prayeth best, who loveth best 
All things both great and small; 
For the dear God who loveth us, 
He made and loveth all.” 


—Norman Brundage. 


Dear Wees: 


Here is good news for you: 

We have arranged to give you some songs in Wee Wis- 
dom. You were so pleased with “The Fairies,” that this 
month we are giving you the “Airplane Song.” And there will 
be others to follow. 


Wee Wisdom plans to give you joy, and these songs are 
one way of doing that. We shall expect to hear you singing 
everywhere; in this way you will help to carry the joy of life 
to others. Happy faces, good words, and sweet music will 
make you such lively, lovely little Truth messengers that you 
will find it easy to “radiate sunshine in the darkest corners of 
the earth.” 

Whenever I write you a letter, 1 say something about 
your reports. I must. They are so good and so dear that | 
always have to mention them. ‘The ones that tell of your 
ways of applying Truth are the most interesting. Does Truth 
make your lessons easier, your health better, your temper 
sweeter? Tell us about the ways in which reading Wee Wis- 
dom has helped you. These are the kinds of reports that make 
us most glad. 


What do you say to this as a slogan for 1923: 


With every day the best day, © 
And every moment new, 


We'll think the Truth, love the Truth, 
And to the Truth be true. 


With love, 
THE Ebpiror. 


| 
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IMAGINATION 


The imagination is a wonderful part of the mind, and it has 
much to do with our lives. We can train it to work for good, and 
when we train it so, life becomes very good for us. 


If we do not train it to work for good, it plays tricks on us. It 
makes us think that we see things which do not exist. Sickness, danger, 
and evil in all forms are tricks of the imagination. 


Once, when I was a little girl, I was walking alone along a 
prairie road. I had to pass an empty schoolhouse, and there was no 
other house and no one in sight. I suppose that the wide prairie and 
the sky so far away had something to do with it, but I imagined that 
I saw a man in the schoolhouse. He was rather horrible to look at, 
and stood with his arms close to his sides, his back against the wall, by 
a window. 


You should have seen me run! 


The strangest part of the story is that I knew all the time that there 
was no man there. Yet I seemed to see him, and the fact that I knew 
there was no man there did not keep me from being terribly frightened. 


Afterward, I knew that what looked to be that horrible man was 
only a trick of the imagination. Since then I have been training my 
imagination to see pleasant things. 


When we give the imagination the right kind of training, we see 
beauty and goodness in everything and in every person. We see 
health, safety, love, and intelligence, wherever we look. The mind 
becomes free and joyous. Beautiful pictures, splendid buildings, and 
delightful poetry come, and with them many forms of happiness which 
I cannot on this page find room to name. 


And best of all, when the imagination is trained for good it helps 
us to come close to God, who made us in the perfect image of himself. 


“UP 

LESSONS 
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Lesson 8, FEBRUARY 25, 1923. 
THE PARABLE OF THE POUNDS.—Luke 19:11-27. 


GoLDEN TEXT—He that is faithful in a very little is faithful also in 
much.—Luke 16:10. 


A certain nobleman gave his ten servants one pound each, telling 
them that he would go away for a time, but that when he returned he 
would expect to receive an account of their use of the pounds. When he 
returned and called his servants to him to receive their account, the first 
man said to him: “thy pound hath made ten pounds more.” ‘This man 
received high praise from the nobleman for his good use of the pound, and 
he was made ruler over ten cities. The second man said to the nobleman: 
“Thy pound, Lord, hath made five pounds.” He was praised and was 
made ruler over five cities. But the third man came to the nobleman and 
said: “‘Here is thy pound, which I kept laid up in a napkin.” This dis- 
pleased the nobleman, and he ordered that all that the man had should be 
taken from him. This story has a meaning for us. God requires us to use, 
for his service, every gift that he gives to us. Each of us receives an equal 
share, just as did these ten servants. The pound they received would be 
valued at a little less than eighteen dollars in our money. That is not a 
large amount, but we are responsible for the use even of our smallest gifts. 
And did you notice that these servants, when they increased their gifts, 
said, “thy pound.” They realized that they were only custodians of their 
lord’s goods. Because of their faithful service, these two men were given 
greater opportunities. If we use our talents to the glory of God, he will 
increase them, but if, like the lazy*servant, we fail to use them, they will 
be taken from us. 
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QUESTIONS FOR THE CHILDREN TO ANSWER 


Let each member of the class express himself as to how this lesson 
applies to him. 


HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LESSON—! use all my gifts and 
talents to the glory of God, and they are blessed and increased. 


Lesson 9, Marcu 4, 1923. 
JESUS TEACHING IN THE TEMPLE.—Luke 20:19-26; 21:1-4. 


GoLDEN TEXT—Render unto Caesar the things that are Caesar’s, 
and unto God the things that are God’s.—Luke 20:25. 


Our lesson today is interesting because it has to do with the occasion 
when the voice of Jesus last was heard in the Temple at Jerusalem. His 
enemies thought that they had found the way to bring him into trouble, 
either with the people or with the government. So they sent to him some 
men who pretended to be honest and true, but who were, in their hearts, 
seeking his destruction. These men asked him: “Is it lawful for us to give 
tribute unto Cesar?” If he had answered “Yes,” they would have told 
the people, “Jesus is your enemy; he wishes you to pay taxes to Ceesar.” 
If he had answered “No,” they would have told Cesar that Jesus would 
not obey the laws, and he would have been put into prison or killed. But 
Jesus was very wise. He told the people that since they were using Ceesar’s 
money, they must pay Ceesar’s toll. (Czesar represented the human govern- 
ment, and certain things were due it. God represents the spiritual govern- 
ment, and greater things are due him, and should be rendered him.) At 
this time Jesus was in that part of the temple called “the treasury,” because 
around the wall were boxes in which the people deposited their gifts when 
they went to the temple to worship. Jesus saw a poor widow come by and 
drop in “two mites” (the two together worth only about a quarter of a cent), 
and he told the people that this woman had put in more than any rich man 
had yet given. They had plenty; she had given all that she had. You see, 
God does not measure the largeness of our gifts by what we give, but by 
what we have to give from. 


QUESTIONS FOR THE CHILDREN TO ANSWER 
What tribute do we owe the human government, as represented by 
Cesar? Justice, honesty, loyalty, and obedience. 
What do we owe the spiritual government, as represented by Christ? 
Gratitude, praise, righteousness, and honor. 
What determines the value of our ‘gifts? The spirit in which they are 
given. 
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HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEssON—!/ love God and serve him 
in joyful obedience. 


Lesson 10, Marcu 11, 1923. 
JESUS IN GETHSEMANE.—Luke 22:39-48, 54. 


GoLpEN TEXT—Christ also suffered for sins once, . . . that he might 
bring us to God.—I Peter 3:18. 


About a half mile from Jerusalem, at the foot of the mount of Olives, 
was an orchard of olive trees, called the garden of Gethsemane. Jesus 
often went there to pray. On the night of which this lesson tells, Jesus 
felt the need for making special prayer to God; so he took Peter, James, 
and John, and went to the garden to pray. He left them at the entrance 
to the garden and told them to watch while he was praying. When he 
returned, he found them all asleep. He awakened them and said to Peter: 
“*Sleepest thou? couldest thou not watch one hour?”” And he left them and 
went a second time, farther into the garden, to pray. He again came to 
the three disciples, and again he found them sleeping, for they were very 
tired. This time he did not wake them, but again he went into the garden 
and prayed, and an angel from the Lord came and gave him strength. He 
went back to the disciples and woke them again. Then they heard the 
noise of a crowd, and saw lights flashing in the darkness. The crowd ap- 
proached; Judas ran to Jesus, and kissed him. By this kiss the crowd 
knew that Jesus was the man whom they sought. Jesus knew that this 
was not a friendly kiss, and he felt sorry that Judas had become a traitor. 
Then the crowd took Jesus and led him, a captive, to the high priest’s 
house. 


QUESTIONS FOR THE CHILDREN TO ANSWER 


How should we prepare for all great events in our lives? By prayer. 

How does prayer help us? We are strengthened and made ready for 
whatever experiences we may meet. 

Do we ever betray Christ? Yes, when we fail to acknowledge him 


as the one who teaches to know God. 


HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEssSON—!/ pray to the Father in 
secret and he rewards me openly. 


Lesson 11, Marcu 18, 1923. 
JESUS CRUCIFIED.—Luke 23:33-46. 


GoLpEN TExT—He was wounded for our transgressions, . . . with 
his stripes we are healed.—Isaiah 53:5. 


| 
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In this lesson we shall not study about the things that were done to 
Jesus during the time of his trial and crucifixion. We shall think about the 
good and true things that were being worked out by him for us. 

Before Jesus was born, the people had been taught in their churches 
that a savior was to come to them, one who would do away with all sorrow 
and trouble, and many of them had long been looking and longing for this 
savior. But, along with their religious teaching, they had been taught 
by their rulers and lawmakers that any one who could save them from their 
troubles and set up a kingdom of righteousness, must prove himself a great 
ruler, powerful in the eyes of men. 

So, when Jesus came, giving all glory to the Father, saying that the 
Father worked through him, and claiming that he came to minister to needy 
people, he was not recognized as the savior whom the people expected; some 
of them would not receive his teaching. He knew that the Father was 
caring for him. He had great love and compassion, and even when those 
who did not know him to be the Son of God crucified him, he prayed: 
“Father, forgive them: for they know not what they do.” He knew that 
the many seed words and seed thoughts and seed deeds that he had sown 
would surely grow and spread until all people would see the glory of God 
and pray for it to come into their lives. His love and goodness have caused 
even the cross, which had stood for disgrace, to become a sacred emblem. 
We look at a cross and think of the glorious resurrection story. 

Jesus Christ did not die and go far away from us. He said: “Lo, I 
am with you always.” He asked the Father to glorify him, that he might 
glorify the Father. He is living in his perfect body with the Father, and we 
can feel his presence with us when we pray in the stillness to have his help 
and to become like him. The Father glorifies us by giving us his pure, 
holy wisdom, and life and love. Jesus Christ helps us to know how to ask 
for and to receive these glorious gifts. 


QUESTIONS FOR THE CHILDREN TO ANSWER 


What does the crucifixion mean to us? 

How may we become Christlike > 

Let half the class ask questions, and the other half answer them, that 
all may bring out their own understanding. 


HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEsSON—WNo error shall keep me 
from living a Christlike life. 
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BIBLICAL EQUATIONS 


The beginning of the alphabet plus a firm clasp of the hand plus 
the first syllable again equals a Roman emperor mentioned in the New 
Testament. 

Cockney English pronunciation of he plus the past tense of a verb 
meaning to look equals the son who sold his birthright. 

That upon which one builds his house equals the man whose wife 
was punished for looking back. 

A kind of hay equals one of Jesus Christ’s apostles. 

A negative answer plus an exclamation equals the Bible’s most 
famous sailor. 


ANSWERS TO JANUARY PUZZLES 


Try It: 
Shanklin. 
What Am 1? 


Harmony. 


Two Puzzles: 
First—Thy faith hath made thee whole. 
Second—Health, Wheat, Thief, Lead, Moth. 
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AIRPLANE SONG 


Words by . ' 
ImeLpa Octavia SHANKLIN 
T T T L A 


‘When in my air-plane I step off, to 
But though | rise and rise and rise, oh; 


i t 
e’ 
Fly, fly, fly, | go up, up a- 
Far, far, far, I nev-er rise so 
1 | ia) 
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bove theearth,so High, high, high. 
I can catch a Star, __ star, star. 
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WORDS TO AIRPLANE SONG 


Perhaps I fly with mighty eagles, 
Swift, swift, swift 
Or with a warm breeze of the summer, 


Drift, drift, drift. 


I fly with rain clouds, where the lightnings 
Flash, flash, flash, 

And raindrops, round and large as marbles, 
Splash, splash, splash. 


Sometimes I never even think to 
Stop, stop, stop, 

Until I bump against a mountain’s 
Top, top, top. 


While there, I watch the playful bighorns 
. Jump, jump, jump, 
As down the crags they go, head foremost, 
Thump! thump! thump! 


I hitch my plane fast to the icy 
Pole, Pole, Pole, 


And help the Eskimos a snow ball, 
Roll, roll, roll. 


Then! when the sunbeams on my pillow 
Stream, stream, stream, 
I wake, to find my happy trip a 
ream, dream, dream. 
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COASTING 


It snowed all day yesterday, 
and then at night it rained. 


This morning the roads were so 
full of snow that the school wagon 
could not come for Buddy. So 
after breakfast he put my coat and 
hood and mittens and overshoes 
on me, and we went out to coast. 


He put me on the sled and 
drew me to a long hill that is out 
in the pasture. 


There! was ice on the trees and 
fences, and the sun made every- 


thing look like fairyland, Buddy 


said. 
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When we coasted, Buddy 
guided the sled going down hill. | 
held onto him, so that I would not 
fall off. 


When we got to the bottom of 
the hill, Buddy took the rope and 
drew me to the top of the hill 
again. We had a good time. 


I’m glad it snowed and rained. 
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MARY'S IDEA 


Once upon a time, and a wonderful time it was, a love fairy sat 
down on a snow bank to think. Cold! Why certainly not. Wasn't 
she a love fairy, and is not love always as warm as toast, or warmer? 

Now, let us go on with our story. 

The love fairy thought steadily; in fact, after a time she began 
thinking aloud. Sometimes, thinking aloud is quite helpful. 

“T believe I have a good idea,” she thought, “‘and Mary is just 
the one to help me. She is such an understanding girl.” 

So the fairy flew away to the schoolroom. The class was re- 
citing arithmetic, and Mary’s head was full of things like this: 

V4 of 24 equals ? 
2/3 of 15 equals? 

The little fairy could not find even a tiny space in Mary’s mind 
into which she might slip her idea. 

“Never mind, I know what I'll do,” she thought, silently this 
time, so that no one would be disturbed. She slipped into the coat- 
room and dropped her fine idea into Mary’s pretty cap. 

“*That’s putting a bee in her bonnet,” said the love fairy. Then 
she flew away, chuckling over her joke. 

On the way home from school, Mary got the idea. That shows 
that the fairy chose the right sort of person. Some folk would never 
have known that the idea was there, or would not have let it into their 
minds if they had known. But Mary was in tune with the love fairies. 
One could tell that by looking at her chubby, smiling little face. By 
the time she went back to school, Mary had the fairy’s idea all worked 
out, and she could hardly wait to tell her teacher. Ass soon as the 
opening song was finished, up went Mary’s hand. 

“‘Miss Brooks, a week from today will be Valentine Day, and I 
have thought of a new plan for this year. May I tell about it?” 

“Indeed, you may, Mary,” smiled her teacher, “ we are always 
glad to hear new plans.” 
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“* Well, instead of a Valentine box this year, I thought we might 
have a Valentine week. Beginning today, we could all try to do nice, 
helpful things for one another, every day. We could make a game of 
it. Every one should do the nice helpful things as quietly and secretly 
as possible. 

“Each of us would watch, and when we caught some one doing 
something helpful for us, we would say, “Valentine,” and mark it on a 
paper. Then, a week from today, the one who had the most valentines 
marked down, can be crowned king or queen of Valentine day. 
Mother said she would make a pretty crown for us.” 

When Mary sat down, a little out of breath, Miss Brooks clap- 
ped, and the children followed her example. 

All week they had the best sort of fun trying to catch one an- 
other at helpful deeds. 

On Valentine Day, Mary was crowned queen, but she said it 
was not quite fair because everybody had been so eager to give her 
valentines that they had not been very secret about it. Every one told 
of the things that had been done. Henry said that some one had 
mended his torn geography, and that he would be more careful of it 
in the future. Then there were songs. Next, Miss Brooks selected 
monitors to pass little candy hearts to every child. Just before the 
bell rang, they voted to do the same thing next year, and everybody 
gave three cheers for Mary’s idea. 

““Mary’s idea, indeed!” laughed the love fairy who was perched 
on the window sill. “Yet, after all, she deserves it, because she was 


bright enough to catch the ‘bee in her bonnet.’ ” 
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Price, $1. 


WEE WISDOM PICTURE 
BOOK—Volume II 


Made up of poems which have ap- 
peared in Wee Wisdom during last 
year. If you like verses with just the 
right swing to them, and brightly col- 
ored pictures—dozens of them—to 
make the meaning of the verses very 


plain, then this is the book for you. 


WEE WISDOM'S WAY 


Might be called a family niet. 
because everybody in the home can 
enjoy it, from the smallest child to the 
grandparents. Children can probably 


‘learn more about right living from this 


book than from any other book pub- 
lished. Beautifully bound and illus- 
trated copy, $1.50; paper, 75 cents. 


THE GARDEN, THE GATE, 
AND THE KEY 


Little readers who received this book 
as a Christmas present, are charmed 
with it. You who have read the story, 
know how 4t held your interest to the 
very last. This is the prettiest, and 
most beautifully illustrated book that 
Unity has ever put out. Price, $1.50. 


UNITY SCHOOL OF CHRISTIANITY 
Tenth and Tracy, Kansas City, Mo. 
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FEBRUARY 
BLANCHE 


Of course I have to bluster, 
For folk expect it, so 

I always try to muster 
Enough of cold and snow 

To make a striking background 
For the warmth and love I fling, 

From north to south—the world 

‘round, 


When I crown Dan Cupid king. 
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MORNING 


4 When I awake 


My thoughts shall go 
Deep down inside, 
Where love flow'rs 


I'll get. enough 
To last all day, 
And scatter them 
At work and play. 


I'll rest through 

Quiet sleep-time hours, 
Amid the perfume 

Of love flowers. 
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